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Tortures may force the Tongue Untruths to tell,
And I ne’er own’d my felf infallible,
Reply’d the Panther : grant fuch Prefence were,
Yet in your Senfe I never own’d it there.
A real Zirtue we by Faith receive,
And that we in the Sacrament believe.
Then faid the Hind, as you the matter flate,
Not only §efuits can Equivocate 3
For real, as you now the Word expound,
From folid Subftance dwindles to a Sound.
Methinks an _Z/;p’s Fable you repeat ;
You know who took the Shadow for the Meat:
Your Church’s Subftance thus you change at will,
And yet retain your former Figure ftill.
I freely grant you fpoke to fave your Life ;
For then yon lay beneath the Butcher’s Knife.
Long time you fought, redoubl’d Bati’ry bore,
Bat, afier all, againft your felf you {wore ;
Your former felf : for ev'ry Hour your Form
Is chop’d and chang’d, like Winds beforea Storm,
Thus Fear and Int’reft will prevail with fome ;
s an nave not the Gift of Martyrdom.
"The Panther grin’d at this, and thus reply’d :
That Men may err was never yet deny’d.
But, if that common Principle bg true,
‘The Cannon, Dame, is level'd full at you.
But, fhunning long Difputes, I fainwou’d {ee
"That wond’rous Wight Infallibility.
Is he from Heav’n, this mighty Champion, come ;
Or lodg’d below in Subterranean Rome ?
Firft, feat him {fomewhere, and derive his Race,
Or elfe conclude that Nothing has.no Place.
Suppofe (though I difownit) faid the Hind,
The certain Manfion were not yet affign’d :
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